Mother and Child Do Well
him that, than a man whose fine principles are but names
for vanity, disloyalty, and fear."
She paused, gathered breath. "But you are not weak-
lings. It is this cursed politics of France that has be-
fogged you ever since we set foot on her soil. People should
not leave the1 soil where they were born. Those who do
are without roots, without country. But at least, you can
be faithful to him. And you do not know how much he will
need you soon."
The wedding had taken place in 1810, in the spring.
In the fall a new hope was whispered about Paris, in
drawing-room and attic; and when the March winds blew
again, the new empress, while walking in the Tuileries
Gardens, felt the first pangs. They got her, weeping with
fear, up the steps to the entresol, and most of that night
Napoleon was with her, for she was horribly afraid.
A little after dawn, he left the boudoir to speak to
some of the notables who had gathered in the salons,
awaiting the event, when the accoucheur came running
wildly after him. The child had presented itself in an
unfavorable posture; if anything happened to the em-
press or heir, it might not mean, "Off with his head!"
but he would have to leave Paris ; and he had a very lucra-
tive obstetrical practice. He was completely unnerved.
So the usual procedure was reversed; instead of the
doctor supporting the father going through this trying
experience for the first time, the father must support
the experienced but flustered doctor.
"The devil, Dubois!" Napoleon exclaimed, "Calm your-
self. You should lose your head no more than I do on
the field of battle. This is your battle. All you have to
do is stop reflecting that you are delivering an empress
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